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its thousands of green shutters against walls washed yellow-grey., when
he saw the churches, the porches, each stone implicit with emotion,
then he understood why so many successive generations had been de-
termined to discover Italy for themselves, why after Byron, after Sten-
dhal, after Musset and after a hundred others, his grandfather, who
journeyed here with every new mistress, had consecrated part of his
works to it, why his mother had spent her two honeymoons here, why
Pemrose returned here every year, and why he, Jean-Noel, was here
in his turn.

His joy was apparent in his expression and Basil was happy too, seem-
ing to have received a transfusion of youth.

He was a marvellous guide. His faultless memory led them down the
narrow streets. His was no voyage of discovery; he was remembering,
recovering. His one discovery was the wonderment on Jean-Noel's
face; it was another masterpiece he had the joy of creating.

Lucca, town of silence and peace. Pemrose and Jean-Noel went up
on to the ramparts. They were so wide beneath their crown of planes
that a tarred road had been built on them, encircling the town at roof-
level. Basil and Jean-Noel strolled along this circular avenue looking
over the plain. The Rolls followed silently at walking pace. Children
were playing among the yellowing leaves and on the knolls to which
ordnance had once been hauled. On a bench a boy of sixteen, with
black curly hair, was clasping a girl beneath him. Pern and Jean-Noel
pretended not to see the deep embrace in which this artless couple were
absorbed, careless of exposing their love to sky, trees and passers-by.

Twilight was approaching. The sun, sinking in coral splendour,
spread a rosy flush across the landscape, matching the bricks of the
ramparts. A choir of adolescent voices could be heard through the
windows of the old Instituto San Ponciano. The students of liturgical
music were at their evening duties. From their unseen throats there
rose, over the whole quarter of the town, a chanting that was not
altogether of this world.

"Dear Jean-Noel," said Pemrose his voice very low and controlled,
\4.*I have never seen Lucca so beautiful. Remember this moment; when
you have travelled much, you will still remember it as one of perfection.
Perhaps it is because you are here that everything is so marvellous and
the stones, the centuries, the light and the voices of those little priests
seem to fuse together into a miracle." He looked away and took Jean-
Noel's hand. He gently pressed the ends of his fingers as they walked
on. Jean-Noel felt the pressure of Pern's ring.

And Tuscany opened its arms to them in autumn splendour, Tuscany
where the shadows have hues unknown elsewhere, Tuscany where no
single tree is out of place and every little house is like the temple of a
minor god, Tuscany that for the Occident is the nearest approach to
paradise.
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